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Introduction:

The hardest part of writing anything, is getting started. It has always been that
way for me and I've been a fairly prolific writer. Once you get started it gets easier
because presumably you have put in the time to have organized your thoughts as to
why you are writing it, what is important (at least to you), and who might be interested
in reading it. My principal reason for writing it is because | believe my life has been
very interesting, (certainly to me),and reasonably productive. | was born before the
“great depression”, grew up during the depression, lived through Worid War Il, and
subsequent wars, (eg. the Korean War, the Viet Nam War, etc.).| have the good fortune
to have been born into a family,who although not highly educated themselves,
believed in education, and helped me to the extent they could. In addition, | have
been fortunate in the timing of my entry into this world, which has allowed me to
experience a wide variety of major changes in the world and the way people live and
think, and to participate in a formative way in, from the very beginning, in the process
of space exploration, which | will discuss later. Another reason for writing this is that |
have a strong sense of history, especially since | am now engrossed in the geneology
of my family, which | have found especially fascinating. Both my mothers’ family and
my fathers’ family, came to this country before its establishment, and were true
pioneers. Both families came from England, in my mothers’ case as pilgrims to the
Massachusets Colony in the early 1600"s and in my fathers' case to the Rhode Island
and Connecticut Colonies in the early 1700’s. Again | am fortunate in that family
records are to an extent available (especially in the Young family), which | have been
able to supplement through library research and personal interactions. My final
reason for this activity is that | find that family members are interested in their own
origins once they have been made aware that there is data out there.

In any case, that is what this is all about. | have chosen to start with myself,
leading to as comprehensive a history of the family as | can produce in whatever time
is left to me. | have the fond hope that one of the younger members of the family may
choose to pursue this further in the future. My job as a geneologist is far from
complete, since the age of the computer has made information infinitely more
accessible. While it is a time consuming and sometimes difficult enterprise, it is
nonetheless fascinating and rewarding once one gets into it.



Early Years: (1927-1939)

| was born on March 6, 1927, in Southampton, New York, on the southeastern
coast of Long Island. My father worked for the Long Island Railroad, as did his father
and two of his brothers. My father was a telegrapher, and therefore worked in the
station - in Southampton, and we lived in Hampton Bays. Southampton is now and
has been the home of the wealthy. We were not in that category!

| have no memory of this period. Photographs of our house show it to be a new
small bungalow. There are also photographs of me in a large field of daisys. During
this period of time (probably not much more than a year) my mother entered my
photograph in a beauty contest in the Brooklyn Journal newspaper. There is a
certificate indicating that | received honorable mention. My mother always said that |
won first prize. My father had worked in other railroad stations on Long Island
including Port Jefferson and Kings Park. His father Ray P. Young had been station
master at the Stony Brook Station since 1912, when they moved to Long Island. He
held that position until the mid-1950’s when he retired. There will be more about my
grandfather in the family geneological material, but suffice it to say that the Young
family came to Long Island in 1912. They had for several generations lived in
Rathbone,New York, a tiny town in south central New York State (still there, but
virtually a ghost town), on the Canisteo river, a few miles from Addison,N.Y.and before
moving to Long island, they spent a year on a small farm in Mobile, Alabama.
apparently something my grandfather had always wanted to do. They had migrated to
New York from Connecticut-Rhode Island after the Revolution (in the early 1800’s). It
was here that my grandfather began a lifetime of association with railroads.

Kings Park and surroundings:

My earliest childhood memories begin in Kings Park, on the north shore of Long
Island, not far from Long island Sound. The town was made noteworthy by the
presence of a large state mental instution (large enough to have its own raiiroad spur,
so that family and friends of patients could visit easily from New York - 50 miles west).
I had relatives, also from upstate New York, who had migrated there because of the
job opportunities provided by the hospital. There was a large immigrant population,
also attracted by jobs. The largest of these immigrant groups was probably from
Ireland, where the disasterous potato famine had wreaked havoc. These people lived
in town and were the people | grew up with. They were hard working, often hard
drinking and very Catholic. The local Catholic Church was very influential in defining
the social mores of the town. The Protestants and Jews were the town minorities, and
endured the prejudices usually encountered by minorities. On the other hand, these
minorities (particularly the protestants) provided the town with older established
families, who became the merchants, bankers and other professionals of the town. 1t
was this opportunity that brought my father and his brother from the railroad to the
world of small business. In 1927 they established “Young Brothers”, a shop selling
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and repairing electrical appliances on Main Street. Of course, the depression began
almost immediately, which did not help the two young entrepreneurs. On the other
hand, the state hospital provided a degree of job stability, so that things were not quite
as bad as they might have been. People could still buy, and pay most of their debts,
which required both husband and wife to work, one on the night shift and the other on
the day shift. Ghildren,were often left to their own devices with the expected
consequences in terms of delinquency. Things were not easy in the depression years.

The other distinctive feature of the time was the fact that Long Island was
primarily farm country - Potatos, other vegetables (carrots, peas, cabbage, beans,
cauliflower, celery, turnips, etc.) , as well as fruits and berries (apples, pears, peaches,
and strawberries, raspbefries, blackberries, grapes, mullberries, cherries, etc.) The
major crop was potato, Long island then being the third largest producer in the United
States, behind only Maine and Idaho. As a youngster, | worked on one of those farms,
belonging to the family of a schoolmate of mine (Walter Nowick). We were picked up
in town around dawn and taken by truck to whatever potato acreage was being dug on
that day. We thought we were in heaven, being paid for picking potatos. On the other
hand, it was long and hard work - dawn to dusk. We picked with the old women - large
strong ladies who had spent a lifetime, first in Poland and then on Long Island, doing
this kind of labor. They were wonderful people and very nice to us, although there was
a language problem. The way it worked was we would move down the rows picking
potatos into a large wicker basket, designed to hold one bushel. Then the basket had
to be picked up and dumped into a bushel bag, which was left in the row to be
counted and in the late afternoon loaded onto a flatbed truck for transport back to the
sorting shed. This was fine except that for most of us, the baskets were too heavy, and
the ladies had to help us - very embarassing. Later, loading the truck was equally
embarassing. The 60 year and older women thought this very amusing, since most of
them could pick up the sack of potatos and load it with two fingers. If we cheated, and
put rocks in with the potatos Mr. Nowick made us stay late and pick out the rocks as
they went by on the sorting machine. We learned. We were paid a penny a bushel for
picking potatos, and were very happy to get it - at that rate we could make $1.00 a day
for a hundred bushels. That was great for a kid during the depression. The old ladies
could pick 200 bushels and | think they were paid more than us. By the time of WWII
we were paid two cents per bushel. During these years milk (unpasturized) was still
delivered to the house every morning by Mr. Pfeffer in his horse and buggy. In the
winter, you had to bring it into the house early or the cream would separate, and push
the paper cap off the bottle. Pasturized and homogenized milk was not yet around.

A word about Walter Nowick, the farmers’ son and my friend. He was a genius
of sorts - with the distinction of graduating from High School on one day and the
famous Julliard School of Music in New York City the next. He was a wonderful
pianist. During World War Il, he played for the troops in Japan. During that time he
became a devoted Buddist, and gave up the piano. The world is indeed a strange
place. There was also at that time a rather large and profitable duck industry on
eastern Long island. In other words, up until World War Il, Long Island was “country”
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and a very pleasant place to live, certainly for a child. | loved it. It wasn't crowded, had
a moderate climate, beautiful beaches, a very good education system, low crime rate,
friendly people, etc. As anyone who lives there today knows, that is not the way it is
now, although, as public edusation goes today, New York is pretty good.

School - Depression Years

My mother used to read to me and by the time | was five | discovered that |
could recognize many of the words she was reading. This was a wonderful discovery -
| could read! | quickly became an avid reader, and am to this day. | actually started
school (Kindergarten) when | was five, and when they discovered that | could read
they sent me to the first grade. That meant that | was now in the same class as my
cousin and best buddy Larry, who was a year older than me. | thought | was “hot stuff”.
School was easy for me, although | wasn't a particularly outstanding student. The
Principal (Mr. Mack) was an aicoholic and a bit sadistic. The classrooms had small
windows in the doors, through which he would periodically peek as he wandered up
and down the hall. If he felt he saw any misbehavior or inattention in the classroom,
he would come in and take take the culprits down to “The Office”). There he applied
one or the other of two forms of punishment - the whipping of the open palms of the
hands with a heavily applied yardstick, or the use of a two foot section of rubber hose
on the rump. Either was cruel and unusual punishment, and was considered so by the
school board when they learned of it and fired Mr. Mack. In general, teachers were
well respected and well treated by the public. Corporal punishment was used ,
sparingly, but it was used. We got free milk delivered to the classroom every morning,
and we brought our own lunch to school, until the school cafeteria was built. We went
to school from labor day almost to the end of June. We got 2 weeks off at Christmas,
and the major holidays. That was it - no spring break. Nobody had any money to do
anything on a spring break and most of us worked at least part time in the summer.
The only problem [ recall was that my age was one or two years younger than my
classmates,so that | was socially immature through high school and into college. My
school was a “Central” school which meant that we had students from the surrounding
farms and smaller communities, who were bussed in. Bussing didn’t begin in the 60's
with the Civil Rights Act. Even so, we were a small school, probably not more than 25
or 30 students per classroom. There were few school activities, but plenty of sports at
the high school level. We had baseball and basketball teams ( | played both) , and
we had intramural track and wrestling competition. We were not big enough to have a
football team. After school, we played sandlot baseball or football, and a multitude of
childhood games - “Cowboys and Indians”, “Kick the Can”, “Horseshoes”, etc. There
were plenty of open spaces, empty lots and woods surrounding us, and we knew how
to improvise for any shortages of equipment.

Families



| had relatives on both sides of the family, within 20 miles, my mothers’ family
lived mostly in Port Jefferson and environs, and my fathers’ family in Stony Brook -
both towns predating the Revolution. My mothers’ family (see genology) had seven
children, Hazel, Ernest, Myrtle (mother), Ethel, Albert, Donald, and Lorraine (who was,
and is only a year or so older than me). We visited the Grandma and Grandpa Terrell
in Port Jefferson. This included the whole family, usually on Sunday for dinner (the
main meal in those days was around noon, with a light meal in the evening). Since
Stony Brook is on the way to Port Jefferson, we sometimes stopped off to visit my
Grandma and Grandpa Young, and My Aunt Frances and Uncle Gus (and Gus’
daughter Lillian), or at the home of my grandfathers’ sisters (Aunt Anna and Aunt Katie,
both unmarried at the time, although Katie had been married in upstate New York
(Rathbone) to a man named Miller, who disappeared. Katie had a son, my cousin
Charles, who we saw on occasion. They owned and operated a “Cottage”,named
“Wopowog” actually an Inn, which took in guests in the summer.There were five
children in my fathers’ family - Laurence, Frances, Halsey, Theodore, and Stuart (my
father). None of them lived at home, although Theodore and Frances lived nearby,
(see geneoiogy).

In Kings Park, (population between 3,000 and 4,000) my father and his brother
Halsey, opened an electrical appliance store in 1927 just before the depression. We
lived within a block of each other and less than a mile from the village and the store.
As | recall, my mother and | didn’t move to Kings Park immediately, and when we did,
we lived in rented quarters in private residences for a short time until we were able to
build the house | grew up in on Dawson St. | lived in this house until | was 16 and left
home for Gettysbung College. It was a small bungalow, with a kitchen, dining
room,living room, two bedrooms and a bath. All the rooms were very small by todays
standards. The house had a full basement used primarily for storage and a coal
furnace with coal bin. The furnace was eventually converted to oil and the space
occupied by the coal bin was turned over to me as a play/workshop area. Ten years
later (1937) when my sister was born, a tiny bedroom was added to the rear. My sister
got my bedroom and | was relegated to Siberia (at least that was the way | saw it).
Actually it was a pleasant enough room with a window on two sides into the back and
side yards and in the summer, smelling of lilac, (my favorite to this day), Hydrangea,
and whatever else was blooming in the flower garden. There was a detached garage
in the back yard, a pretty maple tree, forsythia, and across the rear fence line, our
vegetable garden. We could grow just about anything on Long Island, but in the
limited space we had , we focused on beans (green, waxed,and pole beans) , corn,
radishes, and carrots, and some years we would try things like brussel sprouts, (which
| hated). We had rhubarb along the fence and in one corner a large and productive
patch of wonderful raspberries. We aiso had an apple tree, usually infested with “tent
catepillars” which would denude the tree and ruin the crop if unchecked. The principal
defense, (this was before the day of really effective pesticides), was to light a torch
soaked in kerosene, and burn out the nests. Aithough this did little damage to the tree,
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it also failed to eradicate the worms. It seemed to me that we always lost about 20% to
worms and fungus and | remember spending endless valuable (for play)hours picking
bugs off the beans.

The street we lived on had many children mostly my age so that, although | was
an only child for the first ten years of my life, | had plenty of playmates including my
cousin Larry (who was like a brother to me). We played throughout the neighborhood
and beyond - almost no one had fenced yards. Our neighbor across the street
(McDowell), had a yard we loved because it had a big sprawling apple tree - great for
climbing, and playing Tarzan, swinging from limb to limb. | had the distinction of
breaking both arms falling out of that tree - one one summer and the other the
following summer. You would think | would learn but apparently not. My sister Janet
was born in 1937 so we really didn’t grow up together. All through the depression
years, we all had very little in terms of money, possessions, and facilities, but we were
wealthy in terms of friendships, solid families, and a willingness to help one another. |
can remember being hungry on rare occasions but not in any serious way. We had
very few toys by todays standards. Christmas presents were usually neckties,socks,
handkerchiefs, underwear, etc. | wore neckties virtually everyday to school and
elsewhere. While we had little, we didn't know we had little and were quite content. |
think there was much less real poverty then than now in our affluent society. Our
clothing was inexpensive and durable. Small children wore shorts but only for a few
years. Once we started school we graduated to “knickers” but our goal was long
pants which most of us didn’t get until high school. Knickers were usually made of
heavy corduroy which went “zip”, “zip”,when we walked. They went to below the knee,
where they had either elastic or a buckie. Sneakers were worn a lot, but they were not
like todays sneakers - they were ankle high and they were all the same - for sports or
outside wear. Bathing suits were wool, one piece, and had shoulder straps. Girls
wore dresses, or skirts and blouses. Boys all wanted the shoe-boots that went from
foot to knee, laced all the way, and required endless waterproofing so they could be
worn in the snow. We didn't have to wear galoshes, or even rubbers. Our coats were
“Macintoshes”’, heavy and made of wool and usually plaid. Girls wouldn’t be caught
dead in any of this. Woolen pull on hats were the rule until high school when “fedoras”
(felt hats with brims which looked like adult mens hats) were given to us for wear to
church or more formal occasions. We hated fedoras.

People had their disagreements, some serious and some not, but they were
usually resolved. | don't remember lawyers in town, although there must have been
one or two. The town had one main commercial street. At one end was a bar and the
firehouse, then the bank, a hotel (I'm not sure anyone ever stayed there) but it had a
busy bar. There were two clothing stores (Goldbergs’, and Patickys’), an insurance
office (Flynn’s), two drug stores (Klein's, where | worked as the soda jerk for a couple
of summers, and Cermack’s), a United Cigar Store (Okst’s, where the son Sherman
and | produced a local gossip column for the newspaper in the next town - Smithtown).
There were two barber shops (Savatt, and O'lita), another bar - very popular, a
delicatessin (Klepper), a grocery store-butcher store, (Bohack’s); a garage with gas
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pumps (Dowling’s), an Electrical Appliance store (Young Bros.), a Diner
(MacWilliams), a hardware store (Paticky) with gas pumps.There was also a movie
theater (which might seat a hundred screaming kids for a Saturday afternoon matinee,
to see the double feature, serial, cartoon, and coming attractions, all for a dime in the
‘30s’. Popcorn or candy was $.05 and the candy bars were at least three times as
large as today. The pet dogs, including mine, waited patiently outside on the sidewalk
for the duration of the show. Larger towns, with larger theaters, in addition to the
above would also have a full vaudville (live stage performance), usually including
music, a commedian, juggler, magician, singer, dancer, etc. They might charge as
much as $.25. Kings Park also had a Railroad Station, part of the North Shore branch
of the Long Island Railroad, a Post Office, two funeral homes and I'm sure, a few shops
which elude my memory. There were two churches - Roman Catholic (by far the
largest), and Methodist Episcopal. There may have been a Synogogue, but not that |
can remember as a separate building.

One of the more notorious features of Kings Park was the fact that it was written
in “Believe it or not - Ripley” we were cited for having the greatest number of bars per
capita of any town in the United States and the highest consumption of alcohol of any
town in the United States. | believe itl There were several bars on the outskirts of town
which would serve anyone tall enough to get his head over the top of the bar. Draft
beer was $.10 a 10 ounce glass and every 3rd or 4th glass on the house. All the bars
served some kind of food - and very cheap. Whisky was also cheap ($.25 an ounce).
Drunkeness, at least among the younger people, was not a serious problem, although
we had our share of older “town drunks” some of whom lived in cardboard boxes or
wooden crates in vacant fields or woods.

We also lived within a few miles of Long island Sound which in those days was
clean and lovely. We had a town beach (Callahans) , and a beautiful State Park, built
by Robert Moses who built a number of State Parks throughout the state during the
depression years. It was at this time that the great system of Parkways were also buiit.
There were good beaches all over Long Island, and we used them, particularily
Sunken Meadow State Park, the one nearest to us. It had a beautiful beach, dressing
facilities, showers, and all kinds of recreational facilities. If we had to we could walk to
it, although we usually got a ride with someone from town or rode our bicycles. The
beach had parking for hundreds of cars, mostly people out from New York City. it had
an extensive system of boardwalks and a large concession stand which served food,
ice cream, soda,candy, etc. As young kids we would crawl under the boardwalk and
search for coins people had dropped through the cracks. We usually found enough to
buy food and drink. Later, in our high school years, many of us worked at the
concession stand (it was air conditioned), or as Life Guards on the beach. The
beaches were covered with wild Beach Plum, which ripened in the late summer-fall.
We used to pick them for making jam, just as we had picked wild blueberries in the
spring.

We usually had a vacation in the summer which consisted of renting a cottage
at West Meadow beach, a lovely stretch of beach near Stony Brook harbour where
local people had built cottages (shacks), which they rented for all or part of the
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summer. These places had been there for many years and were crude to say the
least. Most had no electricity, or water - just a shack with 3 or 4 tiny rooms and a
kitchen. Cooking was done on a kerosene stove but that wasn't unusual since many
homes were still cooking on kerosene stoves, including us. | remember the traditional
remedy for what was called “croup” (probably any respiratory infection with chest
congestion), was a teaspoon of kerosene with sugar in it. | don’t know how any of us
survived. The kerosene came right out of the stove, tasted horrible, and was terribly
toxic. It certainly would not be used today. We also had mustard plasters (a cloth
saturated with a hot mustard paste placed on the chest to treat chest congestion
(bronchitis). This was murderous stuff, and if left on too long, would burn the skin.

We kids thought this was a wonderful vacation spot. | doubt that my father did,
since he and my uncle didn't take vacations. They worked in the store for 6 or even
seven days a week, 12 to 14 hour days. That's how you made a living in those days.
My father would take weekends off 3 or 4 times a year, at which time we would pile into
the car and go “upstate” or to New England for a couple of days and every few years
we would drive upstate to Addison and Rathbone. On one such occasion | remember
Grandpa Young and Aunt Katie and Aunt Anna going with us. | remember visiting
Aunt Mate in Addison where she and Uncle Frank (Crawford) lived. They had some
cows and made their own butter and buttermilk. My father loved buttermilk which |
thought was poisonous. The butter was always rancid(no refrigeration). On such trips
we stayed in “tourist homes” where people rented whatever spare rooms they had to
people traveling through on a short term basis. This was long before motels and we
always enjoyed it. They were always were clean, quiet and comfortable as well as
affordable. While we were at the beach my father would usually spend one weekend
with us. In addition, he would come over most evenings, eat with us and spend the
night, since we weren’'t more than 12-14 miles from the store. Often, if the cottages
had enough room, we would share it with one of my mothers sisters (Ethel) and her
family. The kids slept on cots wherever there was room, including the porch. The
windows all had heavy wooden shutters held open with wooden poles. if it rained at
night everyone had to get up and let the shutters down - then it became stiffling. We
had ice boxes and the iceman came daily. We were very careful with water since we
had to walk about a mile to the only fresh water in the entire area - a spring down the
road - and carry it back to the cottage - hard work for us kids. This was our only
drinking water. There was an outside brackish water shower, and that water, could
also be used for dish washing. Baths for most people then were a Saturday night
exercise. a We spent most of the time in our itchy woolen bathing suits, covered with
sand and salt - who cared! The water of Long Island Sound was clear and clean. At
low tide, we could walk out 100 yards or more on the sand flats and dig as many clams
as we wanted for the day. Most were used for chowder (which | hated) . There were -
also many crabs which we considered a nuisence since we didn't eat many of them.
The fishing was good. We spent hours in the water and on the beach and loved every
minute of it.

Young Brothers, during this time was doing O.K., considering these were
depression years. Although there was never any pressure, I'm sure that my father and
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uncle had always hoped and perhaps assumed that one or more of the sons (Russell,
Larry, or | would eventually take over the business. The oldest son, (brother of Russ
and Larry), Donald, had been born a “blue baby” and was severely retarded. He lived
with his mother for his entire life - a very tough proposition for her. His mother, my Aunt
Edna was one of the nicest people | have known. | took piano lessons from her and
after about 3 years | could play “Old Black Joe” and “Juanita”. We decided that | was
talent free as an instrumentalist, so | stopped. | cound sing however, and was in great
demand in schooi for schooi piays, speaking contests, eic. | had a more or iess
photographic memory which came in handy in the classroom as well as preparing for
exams. New York State had, and | think still has, a system whereby every student in
the state takes the same exam in every academic subject, every year in the spring -
according to grade. Except for Math | usually did well on these Exams, sometimes
scoring the highest in the State in subjects like spelling and geography, (where
memorization can help a lot). Today, | have trouble remembering my name, so it didn’t
last forever. | could learn my lines for a school play in a couple of hours and | could
memorize a short story for a speaking contest after a couple of readings.

To come back to Young Brothers, my cousins and |, having seen the problems
of the business worid and the verbal abuse our parents had to endure from an
unthinking public, decided very early that we wanted nothing to do with the business
world as we knew it. | was surprised when years later Larry, with my mothers brother
Donald, decided to take over the business when my Uncle Halsey died (heart attack)
and my father retired. My mothers’ oldest brother, Ernest, who had earlier delivered
ice in the area, including the Gary estate in Westbury, had met Martha, the upstairs
maid, and they married and were living with his parents, Grandma and Grandpa
Terrell in Port Jefferson. Ernest, as a young man had once gotten on a freighter in
New York, | believe as a stoker (coal shoveler and furnace tender). He used to tell me
about his travels to Europe and the Mediteranian. He was an adventurous soul.

When refrigerators became more common (during the 30’s) he was essentially out of
the ice business. He and Aunt Martha (who was Swedish) moved to Kings Park,
where | believe Lynn was born. Ernie worked for Young Brothers for many years and
in summers | often worked with him, doing whatever jobs the store needed done.We
dug huge holes for 500 gallon oil tanks, which in those days were buried

underground. We did old coal furnace conversions and turned them into oil burning
furnaces by lining them with fire brick. We then pounded, by hand, holes through solid
concrete cellar walls and a trench across the cellar floor to the oil burner, aiso by hand,
with a star drill and sledge, so that we could run a line from the oil tank to the oil burner
inside. We installed everything, television (which then required huge antenna), since
the only transmission stations were in New York, New Jersey, or Hartford, Conn.We
had television, of poor quality and on tiny screens, as early as 1939, years ahead of
most of the country. We installed refrigerators, stoves, anything. Everything was
carried by hand. Sometimes we carried refrigerators up three or four flights of stairs
(no elevators). Ernest or my father would carry it on their back, holding it in place with
a strap around the forhead, and start up the stairs. | would follow, lifting from
underneath to take as much weight off of them as possible. Ernest was small and wiry
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and very strong and well coordinated. He could easily work rings around me but | got
better as | got older and stronger. He taught me to bowl aithough I'm afraid { didn't
enjoy it as much as he did, but would go occasionally. He also took me golfing once
in a while - he was quite good atthough he only had 3 or 4 clubs. He drove a 1927
Plymouth coupe with a rumble seat which we kids loved and he seldom drove it more
than 30mph. It lasted for many years. At work, the store had a pick up truck which we
used. You had to watch out for Ernie though because he had the habit of stopping
along the road (he always had his axe with him), to cut down and chop up for firewood
any tree he thought needed it - even if it was still alive or in somebodys’ yard. No tree
was safe. Ernie sounded like a bigot. He was critical of all ethnic groups - some more
than others. At the same time, some of his good friends were from ethnic minorities
and he would do anything for them. He was a strange and wonderful person to me.
Emie had the distinction of being in the army during WWI, stationed at Camp Upton on
Long Island. I'm sure he enlisted. He was also drafted and sent to Camp Upton at the
beginning of WWII - a ridiculous mistake since he was in his 40’s with a wife and child.
He was soon released from the military. During the depression he was in the CCC
(Civilian Conservation Corps), which was one of the many work projects started by the
Roosevelt administration to help with the unemployment problem. I'm sure thats
where he learned to love cutting down trees. Another of my mothers’ brothers, Albert
(Ocky), also worked for Young Brothers and lived with us for a short time. | liked all my
mothers’ brothers but | got to know Ernie best of all.

| was a Boy Scout, although, not a very dedicated one. | went because my
friends went. One summer our troop leader (Dr. Campbell from the State Hospital),
arranged for us to go to to Camp Baiting Hollow - the only time | ever remember going
to camp. it must have been very inexpensive or even free, because there were a
number of us who got to go from Kings Park. It was a beautiful place, out in the woods
on the north shore of eastern Long Island. We lived in small log cabins or tents. There
were all kinds of activities, swimming (in a lake), canoeing, arts and crafts, campfires,
etc. We had a wonderful time, never to be forgotten.

Money:

Money was a scarce item for everyone in those days, especially for us kids. At
some point in time my father started to give me an allowance of fifteen cents a week.
Even then, $.15 didn't go very far. Clothes and shoes had to last a long time and
undergo much repair. Socks were routinely darned, over and over - everything was
repeatedly mended. We didn't care, it was cash in the pocket we wanted. There were
a number of things we did to take care of this problem. | have already mentioned
picking potatos for a penny a bushel. That, however was very seasonal. | also worked
as a soda jerk, when such work was available. in addition, | mowed lawns (with a
hand pushed reel mower), for anybody who wanted me. Generally | was paid fifty to
seventy five cents, depending on the size of the lawn, and the generosity of the
customer. | shoveled snow in the winter, but the competition was great - everybody
had a shovel. This was worth twenty five to fifty cents depending on the depth of the
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snow and the length of the driveway. Larry and | used to circulate handbills door to
door for Young Brothers every now and then. They didn't pay much either. Larry and |
used to take my wagon and scour the neighborhood and the town dump for deposit
bottles - small bottles worth one or two cents, and some quart bottles as much as five
cents - not bad. | had a regular newspaper route, delivering the Brooklyn Eagle. | also
had a magazine route - delivering such magazines as Liberty, Ladies Home Journal,
Colliers, Saturday Evening Post, and others. The hard part was collecting the money.
People knew when | was coming to collect, and as far as | could tell, they disappeared
from the face of the Earth at about that time. This, however, was year around money,
and | stayed with it for years. These kinds of jobs got us an occasional ice cream cone,
coke, or root beer, movie, candy, etc.

High School, World War iI, College (1940-1949)

Each grade in the first eight (seven for me) was held in the same room with the
same teacher with a few exceptions (music, art, shop, home econonics and gym)
where we had different teachers and we went to the teachers home room. In High
School it was different. We had a homeroom where the day started and ended but
went to the teachers room for classes. There was a large room called “Study Hall”
where we were expected to go for study and homework if we did not have a scheduled
class. School was highly organized, structured and disciplined - totally unlike today.
Of course students did not have cars and many did not even have bicycles. | was able
to walk to school, weather permitting - if not, my father gave me a ride. Some had to
- walk several miles to and from school, and thought nothing of it. There were no buses
for “local” students. In general, there were two curricula depending on whether or not
you pianned to go to college. The coliege entrance curriculum was designed to be
preparatory for college and provided the extra courses required by most colleges. The
academic curriculum was intended to prepare one for the work world. In those days,
very few parents had ever gone to college (in fact, many had not finished high school -
including my parents). People had to work at an early age. Education was still
considered a luxury, especially for women. My parents had decided early on that they
would find a way to send me to college. | was young enough that | really didn't care - |
wasn't interested in anything in particular and didn't know anyone who had ever gone
to college. | was only 12 years old when | started High School, and very unfocused. |
was just 16 in 1943 when | graduated and had not thought much about where | was
going and further education. The war had begun and we were in it in two oceans. For
my generation that was very exciting and even glamorous. A number of my older
classmates were already in the military or were about to go in. Most of us assumed
that is where we would all be if the war lasted long enough. We were pretty naive
about the war, what it meant, and how long it might last. Since | was only sixteen after
graduation | couldn’t even enlist. | could, however, begin to think about what | might
do in the military. | became aware of the college ROTC Program, and figured that if |
had to go to college, | would go to one with an active ROTC Program, and began to
look into college catalogs with that in mind. At that time,(1942), there weren't that
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many. There was also the question of cost. My parents had saved enough for my first
year, but after that things got pretty vague. | also had big ideas about where | might go.
| learned that the Military Academies were free. What an incentive that was. All you
had to do was take a test for an appointment by your local congressman - easy. At the
age of fifteen | took the test in a huge school in New York City - that is, me and about
1,000 others. It took about 5 hours, and was the most difficult and comprehensive |
had ever seen, by far. This was going on all over the country. Months later they
actually sent the graded test back, much to my embarassment and humiliation.
Actually, in retrospect, that was one of the best things that could have happened to me
at the time. | certainly needed the humility. Things had gone pretty easily for me up to
then and in addition | think | would have had a horrible time at West Point. Discipline
was not my strong point.

Gettysburg College

The following Winter/Spring (1943) | was accepted at Gettysburg College,
Gettysburg, Pa., for the Fall Freshmen Class and they had an ROTC Program. | still
was not particularly motivated but | was at least curious about this college stuff. 1 was
to be the first male on either side of the family to go to college. My fathers’ sister
Frances had gone to Eimira College in Elmira in the early 1900s’ to become a teacher,
and her daughter Lillian had gone to Skidmore in the late 30s’ or early 40s’. | find it
interesting to note that in my fathers famity of four boys and one girl, the girl was the
only one to go to college. That must have been extremely unusual in that day.
Although | was the first, my two cousins, (Halseys boys), Russell and Larry went to
college after the war. In the early 50s’ my sister went to college, but did not stay.

‘For me, at that time, Gettysburg was perfect. It was one of a number of small
Liberal Arts Colleges in and around Pennsylvania. It opened a whole new world to
me, one which | appreceate to this day. The student body was a little peculiar, in that
it was rather heavily weighted on the male side with Pre-Ministerial students. This was
because of close proximity the Gettysburg Lutheran Theological Seminary and
because pre-ministerial students were draft exempt. The College was also close to
the Lutheran Church which had founded it in the middle eighteen hundreds. The ties
were still close and all students had to go to Chapel every morning (attendance was
taken, and too many cuts produced hours added to graduation), so we attended. My
Freshmen year was one of pure enlightment. The school was then and still is
academically excellent, with first rate faculty and very good facilities for a college of
under 2000 students. Since males were relatively scarce it was difficult for the
fraternity houses to stay open, so that they were largely taken over by the sororities
(most of them did not have houses of their own) - a good deal for both - and it stayed
that way until 1946, after the war, when we came back and disposessed them. | lived
in a rooming house on Water St., owned by a widow, Mrs. Dixon. She was a very
pleasant lady who rented out the rooms (small bedrooms) on the second fioor of the
house to Freshmen. | believe there were three rooms and a bath up there, so there
were six of us. | roomed with Paul H. McFarland, Jr., from Hagerstown, Md. not too far
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from Gettysburg. We soon became fast friends and have remained so to this day - 53
years later, keeping in touch over the years. The house was half a block from the
campus and the chapel, which was great for us. | have no record of the rent, but I'm
sure it was very reasonable. Also, we were only 3 or 4 blocks from the center of town.
Gettysburg was a pleasant town then and | don't think it has changed that much.
There were two movie theaters, one showing only showing “B” horse operas
(Westerns) and the other first line movies. The local hangout was Fabers’ Drug Store,
for sodas, ice cream, etc. Outside of town on the Lincoln Highway was Lincoln Logs, a
bar and college watering spot for many years - maybe even today. The Gettysburg
Battlefield was a major resource for us - especially since it was free. Many square
miles of well kept land surrounding the town. We all became expert on at least that
aspect of the Civil War, either through hiking, picnicing, or beer parties.

It turned out my college courses were not difficult for me and while | was not a
standout academically, | did reasonably well. College iife agreed with me so | was
quite satisfied with the whole arrangement. In the Fall of 1943 Paul and | were invited
by the Sigma Chi Fraternity to join. This was very enticing to me but | didn't have any
money. | managed to convince my parents that this was a good deal economically
since once | moved into the fraternity house | could live more cheaply than | could at
Mrs. Dixon’s, eating out. | think that was close to being true. Paul and | had similar
backgrounds in terms of family and home life. He didn’t have any money either so we
scrounged together and both pledged Sigma Chi. We were duly initiated, but we
couldn't move into the Sigma Chi house since it was occupied by the Chi Omega
Sorority. As part of the initiation ceremony, | was instructed to go to an address
nearby, knock on the door and ask whoever came to the door for a brassiere. In those
days | was quite shy, especially with people | didn't know. | found the house and there
were clearly people home, however, | just couldn’'t make myself go to the front door
and ask for a brassiere from perfect strangers. | didn’t know that everything had been
prearranged by the fraternity brothers - the people in the house knew | was coming,
knew | was shy, and planned to give me a hard time for a few minutes, then give me
the brassiere. | not only didn't go the the door, | lied about it when | got back and said
there was nobody home. Of course, they knew | was lying, etc., etc. | was elected to
the fraternity anyway but | always felt badly about the lying.

The war, of course, was still very much under way and most of us wanted to get
involved. | was still 16 and too young to enlist. Then | heard about the Navy V-12
program! By 1943 the military had enlarged enormously, and was experiencing a
shortage of officers. | had been in ROTC since entering Gettysburg and liked it. V-12
was a program whereby, if you did well on an entrance exam they would send you to
college at government expense. Upon graduation, you would be sent to Midshipman
School at another University to learn something about the military and then given a
commission. Of special interest to me was a particular part of the program aimed at
filling a shortage of doctors in the military. By that time | had developed an interest in
Biology and was thinking about majoring in Biology and going on to Medical School.
Here was a way to do it free. Wow!. In the spring of 1944 just after my 17th birthday a
couple of friends and | hitch-hiked to Harrisburg, the nearest place to take the exam.
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We took the exam and hitch-hiked back. We got a ride for the first few miles, but then
our benefactor turned off the highway to Gettysburg, and dropped us off. it
immediately began to rain, and we were stuck out in the middie of nowhere, with no
money (our perpetual condition). To make a long story short, since we were soaking
wet, no one was about to pick us up, so we plodded and splashed all the way to
Gettysburg in a cold rain - | estimate about 15 miles. It was awful. However, | did well
enough on the test to be accepted into the V-12 program, starting in the summer of
1944, at Union College, in Schenectady, N.Y. | was ecstatic. My parents were luke
warm, since it meant that | would be in the military - during war time. | finished my
freshman year at Gettysburg, went home, and soon thereafter was delivered by my
parents to Grand Central Station in New York City for the trip to Schenectady. | found
the campus and reported in as directed - a whole new phase of my life.

U. S. Navy - Wwili

Union was on oid campus, in what was then a residential section of the city. |
was assigned to a dormitory on the northern edge or the campus, across from what
had been a railroad locomotive works, now being used to produce tanks for the army.
We were registered and were allowed to declare majors and sign up for courses.
There were civilian students there but | don't think there were many, and aithough we
shared classes, we saw little of them. Our day was highly regimented - up before
dawn, bathing trunks on and out in the field doing rigorous calisthenics for 45 minutes
or so. This was O. K. in the summer, but in winter, dressed only in bathing suits in the
snow, it was murder.

During the winter of 1944-45, the pre-meds were called in and told that the
Navy had caught up on the shortage of doctors, but if we wanted , they would switch us
to Line Officer candidates where we could finish the program. All we had to do was
sign up for three years duty after the war. Most of us felt this was grossly unfair and
wanted out. For reasons | have never understood, the Navy was reluctant to let us
drop out of the program, even threatening to courtmartial those who deliberately tried
to flunk out. Since they wouldn't let us leave voluntarily, most of us started cutting
classes and getting poor grades. Eventually (spring of 1945) they let us choose a
service training program and transfer out to “Boot Camp”, in my case the Naval
Training Center, at Great Lakes, ILL. Thus, on my 18th birthday | was on a packed
train headed to Great Lakes, my dreams of a commission, gone. | had applied for and
been accepted into Hospital Corps School, the nearest thing | could find to Biology
and Medicine. As | recall, | was there for about three months while the Navy tried to
teach us something about being a sailor. It was interesting but incredibly out of date.
We were issued clothing and shoes, pretty standard stuff. We were also issued Sea
Bags, into which everything had to fit - all clothes, sheets, pillow cases, shoes, toilet
articles, etc. They taught us how to do it (primarily by rolling everything into as
compact a roll as possible). Incredibly, if you did it just right it worked. The sea bag
itself was made out of heavy canvas which had to be scrubbed and scrubbed in order
to make the canvas pliable enough to use. The crowning biow, however, was the
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hammock (clearly a holdover from the days of the sailing ships - the last time they were
probably used). The hammock was made of even heavier canvas than the sea bag. it
was supposed to be folded (if you could ever get it soft enough), and then wrapped in
a specific way, with its ropes, around the sea bag. This was clearly designed so that
all sailors, would fit on board ship, and could carry everything they owned on their
shoulder. Eventually everybody sent the hammock home where they got years of
good use after the war. We certainly never used them in the Navy. The sea bag
turned out to be very useful, once you mastered the art of packing them. in boot camp
we slept in triple decker bunks - | had never seen one before. A routine was
established of marching, target practice (the only time | ever saw a rifle or marched
while in the Navy), airplane and ship silhoutte identification, knot tying, and many other
archaic practices - and this was in early 1945. It was interesting to see the variety of
young men being brought into the service at that time. Some had no difficulty making
the transition from civilian to military but a few had a terrible time. | remember a very
pleasant young man (around my age), who had the bunk next to mine, sitting with all
his white uniforms (we had been issued both blues and whites), and his skivvies (navy
for underwear) spread out on his bunk. He had a pair of scissors and was in the
process of cutting everything into approximately 8 inch squares. | thought this a little
unusual and asked him what he was doing. He said only that he needed more
handkerchiefs. He was soon picked up by the medics and we never saw him again.
Occasionally we would hear of a youngster hanging himself over a rafter in the
barracks. Later when | was a Hospital Corpsman myself, working in Naval Hospitals, |
saw equally distressing things - usually among youngsters unable to cope with the
abrupt and stressful changes in their lives. It's too bad there wasn't some way to
evaluate these people, or at least prepare them for what was coming. During war, |
suppose this was impossible and as far as | know the numbers were iow.

After the prescribed number of weeks of training, we were given leave to go
home before being shipped out to our training school of choice. After being home for a
few days | got sick with an inner ear infection (Otitis Media), following measles, not
easily treated before antibiotics. | had to notify the Navy of my problem since | was not
going to be back to Great Lakes on time, and certainly did not want to be considered
AWOL. | was promptly ordered to St. Albans Naval Hospital, on Long island (the
facility nearest to my home). The next afternoon, a Navy ambulance appeared at my
house to haul me off to the hospital - hardly necessary, | feit. There were two
corpsmen in it and they took me out on a stretcher, entertaining the entire
neighborhood in the process. On the way to the hospital, they decided they needed a
beer and asked me if | minded if they stopped at a bar for a beer and if | would like for
them to bring me one. | wasn't feeling all that bad, so | told them to go ahead but that |
didn't want one. They stopped, went in, and | stayed on the stretcher in the
ambulance. They stayed for about a half hour and we were on our way. The next day
the doctor examined me and decided that the infection was being caused by a sinus
infection brought on by the measels. He felt he had to drain my frontal sinuses, and
puncture and drain behind my right eardrum. Draining the sinuses was an interesting
procedure which consisted of the doctor taking a large spike and pushing it up both my
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nostrils, then pushing and banging on it until it punctured the bone and the sinuses
could drain. All they gave me was some codeine, so it smarted a bit. The next step
was to puncture the ear drum, which he did, so it could drain. Then | was miserable for
a couple of weeks,deaf in one ear, while things healed, which they did, including my
ear drum so | could hear again. The nice older man in the bed next to mine, borrowed
$10.00. He was released that night and | never saw him again. Was this part of my
training?

My stay at St. Albans and subsequent delay in getting back to Great Lakes
meant that | had missed my draft to San Diego for Corps School. This probably saved
my life, since most of my classmates who had opted for Hospital Corps School and
subsequent duty with the fleet marines (the Marine Corps had no medics and used
Navy medics, with special Marine training), had ended up in the Pacific island
invasions where the casualty rates were very high. Many, perhaps most of my friends
never came back. | have said many times that the measels saved my life. It is of
interest, at least to me that measels was the only one of the childhood diseases that |
ever had, although | had it 3 or 4 times as a young man. A

By May or June | was on a troop train to Bainbridge, MD and Hospital Corps
School - my first choice for service school. That was an experience! A troop train at
that time could be aimost anything. The nation was hard pressed to move the millions
now in the services around the country. This troop train was enormous, at least when
we started. It was composed mostly of cattle cars (literally open slat sided cars with a
single pot bellied stove in the center), packed aimost solid with sailors. Normally,
everything in the Navy was done alphabetically, A-Z. This was no exception - |
watched my friends being loaded into these unbelievable cattle cars. However, they
ran out of cattle cars before we were all loaded and | ended up in a lovely drawing
room with a roommate, two bunks and a toilet. One of the nicest train rides I've ever
had. | remenber before dawn the next morning, we stopped briefly in Cumberland,
Md. | looked out the window and it seemed like half the town must have been out
there passing out coffee and doughnuts to as many of us as they couid. | thought that
was wonderful at the time and still do. Other than that, | do not remember being fed on
that train (about 24hours). Eventually we reached Perryville, MD the nearest train stop
to Bainbridge (which was on the Susquehana River). | was assigned to a barracks,
and settled in, since classes in Corps School began in a couple of days. Bainbridge
also had a large Naval Hospital, and aithough | didn't think | wanted to stay there to
work (| still wanted the Fleet Marines), it was a distinct possibility. The nearest city was
Baltimore, and then Washington - the base was pretty isolated. We could hitch-hike to
Baltimore and back just about any time of day or night - peopie were pretty good about
picking up uniformed G.l.’s. East Baltimore St. was great fun for us since in those days
it was lined with bars and strip shows, long since gone. Once | finished Corps School,
(about 6 weeks), | was assigned to the Naval Hospital there. Things were beginning
to wind down in the Pacific, and the Marines didn’t need any more medics. What did
happen, however, was that the stateside military hospitals were being inundated with
casulties from the Pacific - thousands of them. These were the severely wounded with
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long term hospitalization needs. This was a real eye opener for most of us who had
never seen serious combat casulties before. It certainly brought the war home but it
made us feel useful. | also spent quite a bit of time working on an “Upper Respiratory”
ward. This was mostly asthma, bronchitis, pneumonia and occasionally T.B., although
we didn't keep them long. We seemed to have a lot of pneumonia, which was difficult
to treat. Before penicillin, which we had by late 1944, our most potent drugs for most
infections were the sulfa drugs; sulfanilamide, sulfafdiazine, sulfathiozole, etc. These
were effective but toxic and had a tendency to crystallize in the kidneys so that
sometimes the treatment was worse than the disease. When penicillin became
available we really didn't know what it was good for. Early penicillin came in vials in
crystalline form and had to be injected with alcohol and water to get it into solutiion. it
came without instructions as to use. | recall that we were told to try it against athletes
foot. We would dump vial after vial of the precious stuff into basins and have people
soak their feet in it. What a waste! Eventually, of course, the quality quantity and
solubility of the penicillin improved. Originally it had to be injected every three hours,
day and night, but that improved. The important thing was that it was a major life
saver. Unfortunately, we have abused it over the years by overusing it, and by people
not taking prescribed doses, so that many disease producing organisms are now
resistant to penicillin and many other newer antibiotics. In WWII, however, it was the
greatest thing that had happened in medicine, and thousands of lives were saved.

During this time, | had a friend (Jack Parlin), also a corpsman. One day he
showed me a small black mole on his buttock, which he said had begun to hurt. | told
him to go to sick bay and show it to the doctor, which he did. As | suspected, it turned
out to be a melanoma, which by that time had invaded the entire buttock, which would
have had to be removed entirely. That was an operation the Navy was not prepared to
do, at least at Bainbridge, and he was either sent to another hospital, or home - | never
knew which. | never heard from Jack again and believe he died from the melanoma,
an exceptionally lethal tumor. We had another young fellow (marine), who had
recently recovered from rheumatic fever, during which he had lost all his hair. Of
course he was kidded about being hairless, and he was convinced it was forever,
(which it wasn't). Soon after being sent back to his barracks he hung himself from a
rafter. Emotional stress does strange things to us all. | recall a youngster on my
respiratory ward, who had come into Bainbridge as a recruit just out of high school.
He had been drafted and had no desire whatsoever to be there. He wanted out of the
Navy, and he spent most of his time trying to get out. During war time that was just not
going to happen. Then he learned that a punctured ear drum was cause for discharge
and that was all he needed to know. One day, when | was on penicillin rounds, |
happened to look down to the nurses station in the center of the ward. | saw him
standing there with a pair of forceps in his hand, which as | yelled, he inserted into his
ear and quickly reamed out his ear drum. He got out, but what a price. These kinds of
things happened all the time. We frequently heard stories about soldiers, shooting
themselves in the foot or whatever, in order to get sent to the hospital, or discharged. |
believe these stories were mostly frue.

A Naval Hospital ward was a busy place - each ward specializing in a particular
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disease, or set of related disases - respiratory, V.D., surgical, wounds, skin,.
contagious, etc. The wards were all basically all the same - two or three semi-private
rooms and linen room at one end, then a long narrow open ward lined on both sides
with beds and an aisle down the center. If things got very busy we could squeeze a
row of beds down the aisle in the middle but then things got very crowded. In the
center of the open ward was the nurses station, instrument cleaning area (everything
was used over and over including syringes and needles). There was a sterilizer there
to resterilize everything before use. It would never be acceptabie practice today, but
our record of contamination was very low, and disposal of waste was handled very
much more simply than today. Most wards had a nurse in charge, who were highly
dedicated and mostly competent women. Some were easy to work with and some
were not. In addition to the nurse there were 3 or 4 corpsmen depending on the
workload. A respiratory ward was especially busy because just ahout everyane was
on penicillin, which required injection every 3 or later 4 hours. Since we usually had
60 or 70 patients on a ward this became a major chore in addition to our other duties.
We had devised a system for giving so many shots. Patients had to roll over on their
stomachs and pull down their pajama bottoms. Two corpsmen would then proceed
down the row, the first swabing the injection site with alcohol and inserting the needle
(which we had to continually sharpen), the second would insert the syringe into the
needle, administer the required dose and remove the needle. This cut our time down
cansiderably. Generally speaking things went pretty smoothly on the wards. There
were three 8 hour shifts. The doctors made their rounds with the nurse and one of us
every day. | had been promoted to Pharmacists Mate 3rd Class by then, which was
the equivalent of sergeant in the army.

While on the respiratory ward | came down with pneumonia myself and became
a patient on my own ward - very embarrassing. | was pretty sick and was very grateful
for penicillin and made a fairly quick recovery. My uncle Donald, who was in the Air
Force in Texas, stopped by to visit me on his way home on leave. | was on my feet by
that time so we were able to walk around, and visit. | was glad he had come.

It began to look as though the war would end before too much longer and as
soon as it did (1946), the Navy geared up as quickly as possible to get people
discharged and sent home. This was done on the basis of points,which were
calculated on the basis of time in the service. | was relieved of ward duty and since |
could type | was put to work with many others, typing up discharge papers. Since |
had only been in the service for a little over 2 years it took a while to get to me on the
discharge list. In July 1946 | was sent to St. Albans Naval Hospital on Long Island
where | had been a patient a year or so earlier. After a couple of weeks my paperwork
was completed and | was discharged and went home to Kings Park. My plan was to
go back to Gettysburg in the fall and complete my degree. | relaxed and worked at the
store that summer.

As mentioned earlier, life changed dramatically after the war. Some changes
had a direct effect on Young Brothers. During the war virtually everything was geared
in one way or another to support the war effort. As a result, although people had
money to spend, there was virtually nothing available for sale in the public sector.
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Most industries had been converted to war production. Food and gasoline were tightly
rationed and generally in tight supply. This meant that they had little merchandise but
they certainly didn’t want to close the store. There was still a demand for repair work,
which they felt they owed their customers, and of course they planned to open as
usual as soon as the war ended and the economy normalized. My Uncle Halsey had
been in the army briefly toward the end of WWI but was now too old for the military, as
was my father. They both had to do something during the war years to keep the
families solvent. For my father this was not difficult. Long Island was heavily involved
in the aircraft industry (both Republic and Grumman were there). My father was an
experienced electrician and was quickly employed at Republic Aviation wiring
Thunderbirds for Republic for the duration of the war. Halsey did not have that kind of
background and he chose to run for public office. He ran for Town Clerk of Smithtown
and was elected. Both of them, in addition, managed to keep the store open, at least
in the evenings and often on weekends, doing repairs and selling whatever
merchandise they could obtain. After the war, when most industries converted back to
civilian production and the aircraft and other industries began to cut back on their
production lines, things began to “normalize”. However, within a year or two another
change took place which had much more negative consequences on the small
businessman - the advent of the discount house. People were hungry for all the things
they couldn't get during the war. The huge discount stores had it all - electrical
appliances, clothing, food, pharmaceuticals, and cheap prices since they sold in
enormous volume as comapared to the small retailer. People leaped at the
opportunity, particularly the cheap prices - they forgot about delivery and installation
costs included at Young Brothers, but not included at the discount houses. They forgot
about service and the willingness to come out 7days a week if necessary at Young
Brothers but not the discount stores. In any case, it quickly put many small retailers out
of business and damaged the businesses of many others. This is still going on today,
where huge stores (like Wal-Mart) are destroying small town family businesses by
discounting in their huge stores just outside of town. That of course, is the name of the
game in the free enterprise system. The public is interested in getting the cheapest
price and will ignore the hidden costs. Young Brothers was not immune to this price
cutting and over the next few years business began to fall off. They had to learn how
to compete under these conditions but over the long haul, they couldn't. Larry and
Donald tried later but also failed. Young Brothers was defunct before too much longer.

Gettysburg - Post War

In September | went back to Gettysburg along with hundreds of newly
discharged G. [.s". The campus changed dramatically with the sudden influx of G.1.s.
All over the country colleges were being flooded with new students who were both
older and “wiser” than the usual freshman and the colleges were not prepared. The
biggest problem was probably housing - it just wasn't there. The newcomers were
mostly highly motivated and their lifeline was the G. |. Bill, passed by congress, as a
way to repay veterans and broaden the base of educated people in the country.
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Without the G.I. Bill thousands of young Americans (probably including me) would not
have received a college education. It was a wonderful program, and | believe, worth
every penny of the considerable cost. Tuition was paid and there was an allowance
for books and supplies plus $75.00 a month for living expenses, as | recall. We got the
fraternity house back and most of us could survive on the G.1.Bill, with a part time job
on the side. Paul and | got a job making cardboard egg crates at the Adams County
Egg Co-op in Gettysburg. It got us through.

The Gettysburg campus population doubled after the war. In some areas whole
new campuses were built, some of which became permanent. Virtually all campuses
had to at least put up temporary living facilities but there was plenty of surplus military
equipment, such as easily installed Quonset Huts. Intended for a few years use, some
were still being used after 20 or 30 years.

We were all in a hurry to graduate and get to work on a career. Many were 4 or
5 years behind where they might have been had there been no war. it put me
approximately where | should be in terms of age. Since the duration of the G.1.Bill was
determined by how long you had been in the service, one could calculate how long
you might be able to stay in school. | was still interested in going to Medical School,
which cost far more than the G.1.Bill would cover. | had no idea how | might pay for
that. On the other hand | had begun to think about the possibility of graduate school as
an option and working on a PhD with the idea of university teaching and research. It
was in the 40s’ and 50s’ that the Federal Government began to put serious money into
the nations’ research establishment, particularly in the Bio-Medical and Physical
Sciences. | calculated that the G.1.Bill would carry me into graduate school for about a
year or so - not bad. | had decided to major in Biology with a minor in Chemistry. |
also minored in German and Spanish. By taking full loads in the summers, Paul and |
both finished our undergraduate programs in 3 years instead of the traditional 4, which
saved us both some money.

1946 to 1948 at Gettysburg were great fun - meeting new people and making
new friends (many of whom are friends to this day). | feel that the education | received
was as good or better than any | might have gotten at a larger university. We dated,
although there were limitations since this was still the day when men paid dating
expenses for both. Most girls would help out, however, particularly if you were going
“steady”, which we were for the most part. Again | was not an outstanding student - |
suppose | was having too much fun to be a really serious student. In retrospect, it
seems to have been a normal undergraduate experience for the time. | was not being
successful in getting into Medical School for two reasons 1- there was a huge backiog
of applicants among the returning G.l.s, and 2- | really didn’t have the grades
necessary to compete. | went to discuss my problem with my major professor, Dr.
Bowen. He was not terribly sympathetic - I'm sure he felt it was mostly my own fauit.
We began to discuss alternative options, and | said that | suppose if | couldn’t get into
medical school, I'd settle for graduate school and a PhD. As soon as I'd said it |
realized what a stupid remark it was, especially to my major professor, a PhD in
Biology from Harvard University. He was furious and let me know it. | don’t blame him.
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In one respect, it didn't matter since | did not have the resources for medical school. |
had to get a job and save some money to continue in any school. | still had a little time
left on the G.I. Bill which would get me started in graduate school, but probably not
beyond the first year.

My parents picked me up at graduation and we took a brief trip North, up to New
York State. We stopped for lunch one day in Ithaca after visiting the Cornell campus.
While in the restaurant eating | was approached by a young man who | recognized as
a fraternity brother from Gettysburg who had graduated the year before - Roger Pierre.
He was of French decent, very handsome, and a great guy. He came over to the table
and gave me a big kiss on both cheeks. It took my mother a while to understand that
one. |think Roger went to work for the C.1.A. He had been in that line of work in the
Army during the war. That trip gave me some quiet time to think about what | was
going to do with my life. | clearly had to go to work, at least for a while, and then pilan
seriously for graduate school. How much would it cost? Where should | go? Could |
get in? What did | want to study? What kind of research was | interested in? Could |
earn money while in school - teaching undergraduates or doing research? | wasn't
prepared to answer any of those questions, and it required some time. When we got
home | started looking for a job, hopefully in my field. | had seen an advertisement in
to newspaper announcing openings in the Can